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Author's Notes: 

Incomplete stories that desperately need to be updated? Don't know them.. | had this oneshot idea while putting 
on my socks, so here we are! Duzzy, of course, cause | fucking love my boys, and also fluff and humor cause | 
love that as well. This is basically my contribution to the very real and hilarious fanfic subgenre of guns n 


roses crack. Enjoy, and please interact if you canl 


Duff was about to go into a full blown panic if he didn't find his socks Right. Fucking. Now. 


It might seem silly to most people to be this worked up about something as incongruous as a pair of socks, 


but, then again, most people didn't own only two pairs. 
And it was his GOOD pair that was missing, of course. 


And he had to leave for work in ten minutes. 


Why couldn't he wear the other pair he had? Well, they had about fifteen times as many holes as a pair of 
socks should have, plus they were horribly, garishly yellow. It was probably why they were the only ones left 
for him to get at the charity drive when he'd shown up at Ilpm and it closed at 4pm. This pair wasn't gonna 
fly with his work dress code, no matter that he barely interacted with customers anyways. And, honestly, 
Duff wouldn't wear these socks if they were the last pair on Earth. They really ought to be excommunicated 


from his wardrobe. 
If you thought about it from a different angle, he only had ONE pair of socks. 
Which were missing, might he remind you. 


Which meant he would have to either go barefoot in his leather boots to an eight hour shift (he'd rather die), 


or he could not show up and lose his job. Or.. Or he could ask Izzy to lend him a pair. 
Duff gulped. He knocked on Izzy's door and put on his best earnest, pleading expression. 
The door opened and he tried his very, very hardest not to melt on the spot. Izzy was shirtless, a cigarette 


dangling from his pink lips and kohl around his eyes. Steve Miller Band played from his record player's left 
speaker in the corner, and a half eaten bowl of ramen sat on the bed. 


"Sup, Duffy?" 
"HAVE YOU SEEN MY SOCKS?!" 


Duff's eyes immediately bugged out and his face blanched -- that wasn't what he had meant to shout in 


Izzy's face. 
Izzy snorted, luckily just amused. 
"No," he said slowly, smoke puffing out from the side of his mouth, "I have not. Why?" 


"| need a pair of socks for work, | have to leave in, like, five minutes now. | don't have any. Can l- um, borrow 


a pair from you?" 

"Why couldn't you borrow a pair from someone else?" 

But it was obvious self preservation why Duff was asking him and not the others. Slash and Steven both had 
the smelliest feet known to man, and Axl would never give up a pair of his own if they could even find him. 


He'd been AWOL for days, presumably comatose in the back room of a strip club but nobody knew for sure. 


"But yeah, sure, you can borrow a pair for today. l'll look around and see if | can find yours while you're 


gone." 


Duff thanked Izzy, the gods, and then the god that looked a lot like Izzy that showed up in his wet dreams 


sometimes, and ran out of the house with Izzy's socks clutched Victoriously in his hands. 
He didn't smell them before he put them on, he might have a crush but he also had moral standards. Totally. 


(They just smelled like cheap soap and cigarettes, thankfully) 


That Duff.. Izzy shook his head and shut the door after watching Duff run away with his socks. He was the 
smartest out of all of them, book-wise, yet he could be so stupid. 


Izzy loved him. 


He sat back down on his bed, finishing his noodles and contemplating the meaning of life. His conclusion: dogs had 
it all figured out and the powdered broth from the cheap ramen packs fucking sucked. 


Now, where to find those socks? They would presumably be lost somewhere in his housemate's messy room, 
but things weren't always where they were meant to be with five young, drunk men living together in what 
was essentially a moldy box. For example, Steven's rubber chicken belonged on his pillow, where he put it after 


making his bed every morning like his mommy taught him to. However, it had once been found wedged under 


the seat of the toilet by a very startled and offended Axl. 


The poor thing (the chicken, that is) still had flashbacks of the incoming visage of Axl's dimpled ass as it got 


sat on then subsequently chucked across the room in surprised rage. 


Anyways, Duff's good pair of socks could be ANYWHERE. The kitchen, the hallway, Slash's hair, Timbuktu. It 


was impossible to say. 


Although, his bedroom was as good a place as any to start, so lzzy got up and trekked the entire four foot 
length of the hallway from his and Axl's room to Duff's. He figured that successfully finding the lost socks 
would earn him some brownie points with his beloved Blondie, and it wasn't like he had anything else to do 


anyways. 


Duff's bedroom was actually the hall closet. Izzy wasn't sure why the largest guy got the smallest room, even 
if he was in there by himself -- maybe he should force Axl into the closet (heh) and make Duff room with 
him? Yeah, that would be the fucking life, getting to stare at his crush all night as he slept and pretending 
that wasn't creepy as hell. He would even be able to wallow in the presence of his belongings when the blond 


was gone at work! Izzy was really gonna make that a priority to sort out as soon as Axl came back from the 


dead. 


Speaking of Duff's belongings, they were everywhere. It should have been impossible for such a small space to 
be so messy, considering the entirety of the floor was Duff's bed, and yet it was. Bottles, clothes, magazines, 


cigarette butts, food wrappers, and the odd high heel Izzy was 83% sure didn't belong to Duff (although it was 
suspiciously large) covered every available surface as well as the walls and ceiling. Some relics even seemed to 


be floating in mid-air. 


Izzy decided to start at the door and work his way through. He moved piles of junk on top of other piles of 
junk and then shoved it all to the side to do the same again, methodically combing through Duff's belongings on 
the hunt for his precious footwear. 


Victory! Izzy grinned as he found the gray wad of cotton next to Duffs bed. This would earn him one of those 


beautiful, sunburning, heart melting smiles from Duff, he was sure. 


Socks located and shoved into the pocket of his coat, Izzy's attentioned turned to the journal he had found 
resting on top of. It was a cheap one, the paper cover and thin pages bound with a plastic spiral that held a 
stubby pencil within its coil. 


He plopped his ass down on Duff's bed and opened it up with only a moment of hesitation. Duff had given him 

permission to go through his stuff, right? And even if this wasn't what he had meant, he should know by now 
that an item residing in your room doesn't necessarily make it private. Especially when you didn't write "FUCK 

OFF" in sharpie on the top, then it was really public property. 


The first page contained a ridiculous drawing of a rubber duck dressed like Johnny Thunders -- Izzy snorted, 


determined to ask Duff about it later. 


The second page held a list of addresses. Upon closer inspection, Izzy noted that they were all useful places to 
know for someone living in LA, such as grocery stores, record shops, bars, gas stations, and strip clubs. This 
must have been from when Duff had first moved to California, he concluded 


Izzy flipped through more of the notebook, less interested in the rather mundane content than in the blocky 
handwriting of its owner. There were mostly recipes, phone numbers, scribbled lyrics, grocery lists, and a few 


more crudely drawn pictures, but also some diary-like personal entries. Those he read carefully, savouring the 


intimate look into Duff's brain. 


He had just concluded that Duff could benefit from some drawing lessons (maybe from Slash? Nah, he'd only 


learn how to draw large breasts and jaguars from him) when he found The Game Changer. 


The Game Changer was a paragraph taking up roughly half of one page in Duff's large, messy handwriting. It 
started off inconspicuously enough, with a note that a gig had been successfully performed that right and that 
there was a party going on. However, the second sentence made Izzy's brow furrow and his hands tighten 


their grip on the cheap paper. 


and Im sitting in my room, all fucking alone, cause | just cant take it right now. How am | supposed fo act like 
everything is normal when Im so in love with hm | can barely speak? lzzy, Im talking about Izzy. | have to fucking 
say it, just this once, or my brain will explode. Im head over heels for zzy Stradlin He played so good tonight, he 


looked so good, and when he came and hung himself all over me at the end of our set? | think | actually had a dry 
orgasm in my pants. Im serious about him too, its not just lust (although he is HOT). | only wish he liked me back." 


Swallowing dryly, Izzy shut the notebook and set it aside. He had just received information that changed 
EVERYTHING, and damn if he wasn't going to do something about it. 


He stood, quickly shoving Duff's shit here and there to cover up the notebook before escaping back to his own 
room. The socks in his pocket were hidden deep in one of his secret spots; they were not going to be given 


back to Duff. 


No, Izzy had a much more evil (or romantic, rather) intention for them. Now all he had to do was play his 


cards right.. 


When Duff got home, Izzy had shrugged and said he hadn't been able to find his socks. Sighing, Duff thanked 
him anyway and trudged to his room, determined to sleep for as long as possible before Steven forced him to 
make him pancakes in the middle of the night. The drummer had been craving them lately and was apparently 
incapable of making them himself. 


His last thought before he fell asleep was that he really should sketch Izzy's socks doing something sweet in 
his notebook. Petting puppies? Yeah, yeah that would be good. 


Another day, another rubber chicken incident. 


Izzy shook his head, slowly making his way past where Slash was attempting to stuff the plastic toy down 
Steven's throat. He arrived at his destination without being noticed by the other two, breathing a quiet sigh of 
relief when neither dunderhead paid heed to him slipping into Duffs room. Axl was home, having come back 
from wherever he had been, but he was still sulking on the front step because waking up had not resulted in 
him finding out he'd been merely dreaming of this weary existence and was actually a famous playwright with 
a doting blond wife and giant mansion -- to put it succinctly, Axl wasn't going to be picking up on Izzy's plan 
anytime soon. Which was just perfect, because Izzy wanted to make at least a little headway before the other 
guys started teasing him to death. 


"Izzy?" 


Duff paused his frantic search to look up at him, his lit cigarette miraculously sticking to his pouty lips despite 
his mouth being slack. 


"| figured you might want to borrow a pair of socks again? Seeing as you were supposed to leave five minutes 


ago... 


"Oh! Yes! Yes, I'd love to! | mean- uh. Thanks, man," Duff smiled sheepishly at him, cheeks faintly rosy. 
Izzy nodded at him serenely, handing over the socks then making a swift exit back to his own bedroom. He 


wanted to watch Duff's reaction at what he was about to find, but that would be too suspicious this early on. 
He had to play it cool, pretend like he had no clue what he was doing... Hopefully, it would work. 


Duff cocked his head to the side, peering down at his hands. He was sitting in his truck, holding the socks Izzy 
had lent him. He had been about to put them on when he noticed something round and hard in the toe of one. 


‘A rock? 

No, not a rock.. 

"Chocolate?" Duff asked aloud into the empty air of the cab. 

There was a little piece of chocolate wrapped in purple foil in the bottom of the sock, staring up at him. 
Why did Izzy have chocolate in his socks? Was it his secret hiding place? 


Duff figured that he hid his treats in a place no one else would ever look, which was clever, but then why did 
Izzy give him the hiding sock? That WASN'T smart of him, and Izzy was a smart dude. 


Whatever. Izzy was also a weird dude and Duff loved chocolate, almost as much as he loved Izzy, so. Finders 


keepers. As they all knew, once you had it in your hands, it was yours. 


‘If | could just hold his hand, only once. 


Izzy lay in bed, fantasizing about Duff and his large, warm hands. If he could just hold Duff's hand once, he 
would be happy. Namely because then he could slap a cuff on him and keep his Blondie forever. Finders keepers 


and all that, everyone in the house knew the rules. 
Sadly, his plan hadn't quite gotten him to the point where he could do that yet. 


Duff was dense, to put it lightly. He hadn't said a word about the chocolate, just came back home that night 
with a tired smile and asked Izzy if his stash was secure. Of course it fucking was, what did that even mean? 
He may be a junkie and a dealer but he wasn't so careless as to leave his shit lying around. Izzy wrote it off 


as Duff being deliriously exhausted and put him to bed with a kiss on his forehead. 


The candy wasn't the only thing Izzy had used to hint at his affections -- there had been a bracelet, a joint, a 
pair of sunglasses, a five dollar bill, and a bottle cap with a really horrible pun he knew Duff would love. 


None of them had gotten him more than an extra smiley greeting when Duff came back home. 


At this point, his gift ideas were exhausted and Duff was still. Not. Fucking. Getting. It. Izzy wanted to take 


Steven's chicken from where it was currently being used as a doorstop and bash his head with it. 


He considered simply telling Duff that he loved him back, but it just didn't feel like the correct course of 
action. What if they had an intelligent, mature conversation? What if Duff tried to kiss him? What if they got 
together and decided to hold hands while walking down the sunset strip? 


Those were all lovely, ideal possibilities, and Izzy couldn't let them happen. No, he was a stubborn fucker, and 


he was going to make this unnecessarily complicated. 


With a grunt, he sat up and started rooting around in his half of his and Axl's shared closet. Using the socks 
as part of his plan clearly hadn't worked, and honestly, Duff never washed Izzy's before returning them, which 
was mildly annoying (but nothing that would dent his love). He would give Duff his own socks back and come up 
with something else, if with a little help. 


But who could he go to? Slash would be no help, Steven would be negative help, and Axl.. Oh. God. Axl was his 
only option. 


Izzy did something he hadn't done in a very, very long time and would have surprised anyone who knew him. He 


cussed. 


He knew that he was supposed to feel relieved, but Duff only felt sorrow. Soul-deep, despair-drenched, never 


ending sorrow. 

Izzy had found and returned his socks. 

Duff had been thoroughly enjoying the surprises Izzy had been leaving for him. Yes, he had finally figured out 
that the items he found in the toe of Izzy's socks each time they were leant to him had been left there 
intentionally. It had taken a few weeks, but he got there, alright? 

But now there wouldn't be anymore. 

He still wore the bracelet on his wrist each day, and the sunglasses each night. The five bucks had been 


happily spent on a bottle of alcohol, and the bottle cap added to the small box of sentimental belongings on his 
windowsill. The chocolate had probably passed through him a long time ago, as had the weed, but oh well. 


The standing question was, why had Izzy given him those small treasures? 


There were several possible answers: One, Izzy was giving him old fashioned tokens of affection. Duff 
immediately dismissed that option Izzy didn't like to beat around the bush, so he was sure that, if Izzy 
returned his feelings, he would have just told him outright. 


Two, Izzy could be suffering from short term memory loss and hadn't meant to give away his precious 
belongings at all. Tough shit, Duff decided, brain damage didn't mean you could break the house rules. Steven 
could attest to that. 


Three, and this was the one Duff was leaning towards, Izzy had had a premonition that he was going to wrong 
Duff in the future and was trying to make up for it now. Visions, freaky dreams, psychic predictions, drug- 
induced hallucinations -- Izzy often was victim to these sorts of mental messages. It wasn't out of the realm 


of possibility that lzy was in another realm entirely and was trying to communicate with him. 

Whichever it was, Duff enjoyed free stuff, and especially stuff coming from Izzy. He was sad that the stream 
of gifts was going to end, but he cherished the time he had spent in Izzy's socks and was looking forward to 
losing his own again very soon. He only hoped that Izzy's visions would subside so that stressed look he'd been 


wearing lately would disappear. 


Maybe he should offer to give him a friendly, platonic back rub? That surely wouldn't make him burst a blood 


vessel. 
Axl sat on the wall next to Izzy, listening to him talk with growing horror. 
"-and then I'll get the cat to bring him a rose-" 


"No!" Axl screamed. He'd had enough. "No more ‘and then's! This is fucking ridiculous, Jeff, | thought you were 
better than this." 


Izzy was fucking offended. He thought that getting other people (and animals) to perform the romantic 


gestures for him would work very well and wouldn't confuse his Blondie at all, thank you very much, William. 
Axl sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. 

"Look. | know that you wanna be fucking Casanova with all your smooth, romantic shit, but thats not gonna 
work with Duff. He needs it laid out for him or you'll be giving him chocolate until you're eighty and he still 


won't have a clue." 


"Are you sure?" 


"Yes, | am very fucking sure." 

"Well, fucking okay then" 

"Okay!" 

"Great!" 

They glared at each other, then laughed. 

"So, you think that | should just tell him how | feel, face to face?" Izzy asked. He had to be sure. 

"I think that's the only way you'll actually make any progress, yes. | can't believe l'm saying this," Axl groaned, 
shaking his head, "but I'm tired of watching you two idiots dance around each other. I'd rather have you be 
gay and happy together than moody and straight apart. | have more important things to do than deal with 
your longing.” 


Like murdering that rubber chicken after a long few hours of torture then hiding its yellow, squeaky, oblong 
body. 


"Gay and happy mean the same thing, Ax." 
"They do not! In this context! God, you can be a petty little shit, can't you? Fuckin’ hell, Jeff” 
Izzy grinned. He loved riling Axl up. Almost as much as he loved Duff. 


"Okay, well I'm off to be gay and extra gay. You go.. | dunno, go take some more pills at the cathouse or 


something again. I'll see you in a week." 


Now Axl was offended. Pills? At a stripclub? He'd been in the Bahamas for the past week trying to escape that 


evil piece of fake poultry, not rotting in some dirty back room. 

"Will you, Duff, take this pair of socks and be my unlawfully unwedded lover?" 

There were tears in Duff's eyes, and a smile on his face. 

"Yes! | do, | willl" 

Slash whistled. Axl grinned. Steven asked if he could eat their wedding cake. The rubber chicken squealed, and 


Axl chucked it into the house. It landed on top of Duff's notebook with a broken wheeze and a newfound crush 
on the Johnny Thunders rubber ducky. 


The new couple were now locked in a passionate embrace of lips, tongue, and hands-on-ass. They slowly sank to 
the floor like a punctured ship, not paying heed to their surroundings as they melted into a moaning pile of 
Duffandlzzy. 


Duff clutched Izzy's socks (officially gifted to him) in one hand, the other holding tight to his boyfriend's bony 
hip. His knees were splayed on the grimy concrete, his ass likely waving in the air as they held themselves 
together and rutted like the teenagers they still were. 


Someone's boot tapped his ass and he grunted in annoyance, quickly smelling the waft of foot funk the kick had 
pushed his way. Slash. 


"What?" Duff gasped, struggling to keep his eyes open when Izzy was pushing their groins together from 


below. 


"Um, guys? We're in the middle of the fucking sidewalk Can you maybe move, like, twenty feet into the house 


so you don't get arrested for indecent exposure?" 

"Noo00," Izzy groaned, still moving. "Don wanna wait" 

He wanted to stay right where he was, blanketed with Duff's large, sexy body. He didn't care if they were 

arrested, He didn't care if they were crushed under a swerving car cause the driver was mesmerized with 
Duff's bobbing ass. He didn't care if the people gawking at them took pictures and sent them to his fucking 
mother. 


He only cared about his Blondie. His dense, ridiculous, silly-artist, talented, handsome, dorky Duff. 


That, and the great idea that as soon as he and Duff had consummated their relationship, he was going to 
steal Duff's other pair of socks for himself. 


